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FEAST
To

Mary

OF OUR LADY
LOURDES
lift a grateful

OF

voice

As on her shrine you gaze,
For heaven and earth today rejoice
And join in happy praise.
—Lr

Roy

FINKE.
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The Living Lincoln Legend
© By ApeLe

His name lives on down

IE

THE
TYPICAL, SMALL
midwestern townof Wormwood, U. S. A. there lived that eminent

philanthropist-in-a-small-way, Ezekiel U. Kantsayit.
For the many benefits that this worthy citizen bestowed on his town, including a set of encyclopedia
to the public school, the town fathers decided to
rename Main Street, Kantsayit Lane, in his honor.
Tlowever, after the old duffer passed on to his eternal

reward,

and

the

town increased

in

Lincoln’s

name

did

not

die

with

him;

instead it lives, perpetuated in a thousand and one
ways in the minds of succeeding generations. Al
though there is no state in the Union which possesses
the name of the Emancipator, there are many Lincoln
counties,

innumerable

Lincoln

townships,

and

quite

a few Lincoln cities, towns, villages. and burgs. There
is a Lincoln

Memorial

University

through the decades,
of Lincoln lends prestige and an aura of dependability to banks, private corporations, and office buildings. Remembering, perhaps, Linceln’s efforts to secure books when a boy, libraries use his name to give
others the opportunities so missed by “Honest Abe.”
Recreation-seeking workers and vacationists
visit
Lincoln theaters and find outdoor relaxation in Lincoln parks, using Lincoln transportation lines for
their means of conveyance.

population,

the city council changed Kantsayit Lane to Highbrow
Blvd. “Sic transit gloria mundi.”
Abraham

Kiopr

in Harrogate,

Ten-

nessee, to which graduates of many Lincoln grammar
and high schools may go. Perhaps there are even
kindergartens and nursery schools bearing this illustrious name.
The Lincoln Highway straddles the nation from the
Atlantic to the Pacific, providing open road for many
Lincoln Zephyrs, which may be protected by the Lincoln Insurance Company. Tourists often find it con-

The title of “Lincoln Land” is being popularized
by the citizens of Indiana and Illinois. The radio
stations emphasize the name, and manufactured and
farm products are being labeled as made or grown in
“Lincoln Land.”
Every town that Lincoln visited in his many journeys through the midwest cherishes, and publicizes as
relics, those articles that he used during his stay.
More than 150 towns in Illinois alone claim a Lincoln
kinship by right of his having visited them during
his campaigning and debating trips. Needless to say,
the hotels in these towns are equally proud of their
having played host to the Great Emancipator. One
hotel preserves the spoon with which he is supposed
to have stirred his coffee. Dayton also has its place
in the Lincoln Legend. During his only visit to this
city in 1859, Lincoln’s picture was taken by Walker
Cridland,

the

first

daguerreotypist

west

of

the

Alle-

ghenies, and his portrait was painted by Charles Nick-

venient to spend the night in one of the numerous

um. The picture is now preserved in the Dayton Pub-

Lincoln hotels scattered over the country. The

lic Library.

name

The

horsehair

chair

from

his

office

in
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Springfield, Illinois, is also displayed at the Library,
roped off from a too curious public.

Lincolniana collectors. These curios have
all over the country, from Pennsylvania

from
Today many editorials and feature stories, even as
this one, have been and are being written about the
man whom many regard as the greatest American.
curios,

and

mementos,

Pictures,

both

authentic

and

spurious, found in private attics and garrets, are continually breaking into the news. Inspiring plays have
been

around

written

man,

illustrious

the life of this

while a movie of his life won the Photoplay award

in 1924 as the best picture of the year. Classical and
music

modern

much

“Lincolnian”

have

themes,

does

as

beautiful poetry.

During the discussion of many problems about war,
conscription, and peace terms, thinkers bring up the
question: “What would Lincoln have done?” In the
solving of labor and other national domestic problems,

“What

people wonder:

would

have done?”

Lincoln

Many wealthy men and women have spent fabulous
sums in collecting Lincolniana, embracing books, pictures,

statuary,

correspondence,

possessions,

personal

and printed matter, literally extending “from soup to
nuts.” The Oakleaf collection of 8000 books on Lincolniana, one of the biggest private collections, was
bequeathed to Indiana University. ‘Twenty-one other
universities and colleges have major Lincolniana collections, with perhaps Brown and Michigan having the
largest.
A by no means exhaustive list of the best onevolume Lincoln biographies lists fifty, and this does
not even include the multi-volumed works on his life.
Among

the many

of Lincoln,

biographies

perhaps

the

least known by the layman is the first one written
by Joseph J. Lewis for the Chester County ‘Times on
February 11, 1860. Juvenile books on Lincoln have
furnished an ideal model for Boy and Girl Scouts
to follow in molding their characters.

planted by Abraham Lincoln, and others which, because of the unusual formation of their roots or trunks,

strikingly resemble him, are known
orial

Trees.

interesting

exhibit

of

statues,

paintings,

busts,

en-

gravings, and pamphlets, all of which reveal to the
observer a new or different phase of Lincoln and his
life.

The

as Lincoln

as Lincoln Mem-

was

known

Lincoln

Lincoln

Foundation

Advisory

Group

tions, and
Union.

collections

about

the

Preserver

is a sort

publicaof

the

have been
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valued

and

treasured

as rarities by

the

The Lincoln Recognition Roster is a Hall of Fame,
whose

members

were

Lincoln

famous

authors,

col-

lectors, lecturers, portrait artists, and sculptors elected
to the honor by the members of the Lincoln Foundation Advisory Group. Those eligible for nomination
to the Hall of Fame must be dead twenty-five years,
and must have made some noteworthy addition to
Lincolniana.
Perhaps the greatest recognitions of Abraham Lincoln have been the numerous memorials set up by
acts of Congress down through the years, beginning
with a resolution submitted by the legislative body
before the year of Lincoln’s death had run its course,
Everyone knows the Lincoln penny, Lincoln’s picture
on the five-dollar bill and on one thousand dollar
bonds. Special series of stamps have been issued,
commemorating Lincoln and his achievements.

This then is the living Lincoln legend—the propagation of the name Lincoln so that it may never fade
from the memory of grateful Americans.

wej—te

THE ETERNAL PRAYER
See the glory in the sunset,
In the rising of the moon,
In the falling of the stardust
From a sky that has no room.
the

breeze

and

all its children,

Watch the creatures of the night,
Scan the tall and rocky mountains
Crowned by drifting clouds of white.
Notice the loveliness in nature,
In the earth, the trees, and streams.
To

Yes!

the maker

of these dreams.

In this reflected is the Being.

(That Maker Whom

we laud)

He’s the first of all the glories.

Unusual curios, declared to be authentic by their

as

Memorials.

Follow the beauty of the Universe

of clearing house for discussions, arguments,

owners,

Inasmuch

“Railsplitter” it seems as if trees do make appropriate

Hear

The Grand Army of the Republic, loyal to the
memory of its Commander-in-Chief, has collected an

trees that were

Many

to Wisconsin.

Kentucky

come from
to Illinois,

To

us, HE’s

known

as God. °
—JERRY

GRISMER.

Hobbying With Words
@ By

Ermer

Did

Moore

ever

GROWN PERSON'S “plaything” is his hobby, not necessarily a toy of some kind, but
an instrument of pleasure which holds the adult like
a toy captivates a child. Words can become a real
plaything, and it is interesting to notice and retain
odd combinations of words as a hobby.
A

The

IN

oS

0

you
try

it?

BS
Just athinking how I'd miss her
And the things she used to do.
But

now,

somehow

With

Polish author, Sienkiewicz, is very clever in his

it’s different—

each mising of the sun,

phraseology. His story Pan Michael is set in the days
of Polish gallantry at the time of the year when the

And

frost crowns

Since to err is only human

each

colored

leaf with

Pan Adam (a young knight) had
Ketling’s country mansion when he
lady—“being a soldier of quick wit,
bowed and raising his eyes to the
said, ‘As God

lives! roses bloom

a crystal

coronet.

just arrived at Sir
saw there a young
though young, he
wonderful vision

on the snow

Beautiful sentiments are sometimes ornamented in
a style to fit the season. Here are some ideas couched
in phrases as colorful as the wrapping paper of the
merry season just past: “Can the inost skillful hand
pack the really lovely things of life in red and crimson paper? Can any of us securely stow them in “Japaned” boxes or upon cushions of crushed satin? Diamonds may rest snugly in tiny boxes; love is tco
large for the world itself to hold. Into what package
could one hope to cram one’s calm, beautiful, yet
fragile affection for a friend?”
In poetry as well as in prose there are clever combinations of words. To appreciate a parent’s attitude
toward the religious vocation of his child you might
read “The Barefooted Friar” from Scott’s Ivanhoe or
enjoy this clever little anonymous poem entitled “I’m
the Daddy of a Nun.”

For

I’ve watched her from the cradle
With a father’s honest pride.

But

early
bluc,

then

I’m

not

a-worrying

About the deeds I’ve done,
T’ll just whisper to St. Peter:
“Tm the daddy of a nun.”
Since words are such good playthings, we use them
for general amusement in almost any place. For some
real hilarity try tongue-twisters. Here’s one from my
hobby collection. Try saying this aloud: “I went to
the store and bought a box of biscuits, a box of
mixed biscuits and a_biscuit-mixer.”
Naturally a religious hobbyist can find a spot in
his hobby relating to his religious beliefs and sentiments.

I

have

discovered

that

many

people,

both

Catholic and non-Catholic, have contributed literary
gems to the glorious crown of the Blessed Virgin.
The Saints seem to be accomplished jewelers because
their writings glimmer with literary gems. Through
the simplicity of their ordinary writings sparkle similes and metaphores like these:
“Mary

is the violet of humility,

the rose of charity
Msgr. Segur.

the

the

glory and

lily of purity,

joy of heaven.”—

“Mary is like a ladder. God came down to earth
by this ladder, that we might, by Mary, climb up to
Him in heaven.”—St. Fulgentius.
“Mary

But the morn she left me
I was feeling mighty

There’s a whole lot on the slate,
I'll have to make account for.

When I reach the golden gate.

in Ket-

ling’s garden.’ But the young lady, courtesying, muttered to herself, ‘For some other nose than yours.’
Then she said very charmingly, ‘I beg you to come
in’.” The catchiness of the whole episode depends
entirely on the well-chosen words.

Sure my daughter has been vested
And my joy I cannot hide,

That

my heart is ever singing,
“Tm the daddy of a nun.”

is the happy

ark in which

(Continued

on Page

those who

take

11)
Page
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MEET

MICHAEL

Friend of the Marian

® By

Frep

Library

F.

MATHUES

Catholic, and yet the spirituality is uniquely personal.
This is not an attempt to defeat Muichael’s objective,
that “. . . the voice speaking to your heart is the
composite voice of the Great Doctors of the Church;
all the sainted Popes of ancient and modern times;
all the eminent Catholic philosophers and_ theolog-

V/ V/

HO IS MICHAEL? “Many people have said
Michael is a priest, a religious, a shut-in, and

a woman.

No,—Michael

Michael
the

‘have
have
than
plans
ton,
the

is not.”

is a friend of the Marian

friends,

publishers,

librarians,

Of al]

authors

that

been made in organizing the Marian Library none
proved more intriguing nor more enthusiastic
the “unknown” Michael. How he heard of the
for a Marian Library at the University of Daywhere he lives, what he is like—his height, and
color

of his eyes—what

he

does

all as mysterious as his pseudonym.
kept

Library.

and

myself

unknown,

preferring

for a

living,

are

“I have purposely
it that

way.”

A man may be successful in hiding his person from
us, but once he writes a line in any way expressing
his ideals, his feelings, or his convictions, his identity
is no longer “unknown.” Even when an author attempts to remain the shadow of the tragic character
of fictions, his readers intuitively discover him. Often
in vague imaginings, they can fashion a tall, dark,
and handsome gentleman who proves to be a pure
figment,

like

the

broad

shouldered,

blonde-haired,

blue-eyed phantom vividly patterned on the “radiovoice” of the slight and bald-headed radio announcer.
The Letters of Michael, and his Imitation of Mary

reveal the poetico-religious

soul of Michael.

care we, if he’s tall, dark and

handsome!

The

What
spirit

that pervades the writings of this Marian devotce is
Page six

ians;—Yes,

Catholic
altars of
is rather
God per
no doubt
of Mary

and

the

voices

of

millions

of

humble

priests who utter these truths daily from the
their churches all over the world.” No, it
a recognition of his “little way” of reaching
Mariam, likening him to a “Pied Piper” who
will bring countless souls to Him by his song
and her virtues.

The Imitation of Mary, Michael writes, was modeled upon the Following of Christ. It does not bear
the Imprimatur

nor

the Nihil

Obstat,

for as yet it is

a private document. It has traveled to an Army nurse
in India, to two WACS in Egypt, to a New Jersey
Chaplain in the Mediterranean district, and to a
priest with an Irish brogue “somewhere” in the China
missions. It has been read by priests, religious and
many lay men and women all over the country. “No
hands touched it but mine.” Michael writes. “I typed
it, stenciled it, printed it, collated the tens of thousands of pages, stapled the sheets, glued all the covers,
and pasted on the labels. There were scores of other
very tedious operations. But, I loved it all. Most of
the work was done at night, after the day’s labors,

and into the early morning hours.”
The Imitation is written in a style which delivers
a message forcefully, but not without discerning tact.
Marty’s

virtues,

charity,

hope,

her

obedience,

patience,

her

faith,

her

silence, her purity

humility,

are

treated in a tone that is respectful and reflective. Its
(Continued

on Page

11)

You Are Right,
And I Am Right, And...
@® By

M.

Micuart

POMPHREY

A story that deals with the meaning of education.

Whatcha tryin’ to say?” And,
occasion George scratches his

as on
head,

many another
and stares in

amazement.

(jx

08cr.

OR

MORE

precisely George

Jr., a slender, awkward

Reeves

adolescent of about thir-

teen years, whistled his way towards 8535 Pilot Avenue
—of course with his left hand in his pocket and his
curly black hair dishevelled. He hoped to find Mickey,
alert and ever-active Mickey, all set for a little touch
tackle—yes, touch. tackle in February.
George was surprised to find Mickey still dressed in
his

neat,

long,

dark

brown

trousers

and

wearing

his

sporty tan sweater; all dressed up as if he had no
place to go. In fact, he found him just as he was
twenty

minutes

before.

George

was

surprised,

too, to

find Mickey as he did, on the front-porch steps of
the duplex bungalow, knees near his face, and his chin
in his hands—yes, in one cf his occasional pensive
moods. Of course, George took these moods somewhat for granted, for Mickey always did strike him
as a ‘thinkin’ sort of guy.” No, George did not know
that from Mickey’s earliest days, his first months, his
first days on earth, many spotted him as a precocious

little fellow. But what was Mickey

dreaming

about

now!

“Hey! Mickey! Ain’t ya gonna play touch?”—Even
such a blare, with all its impatience,
Mickey down to earth.
“Huh?

Wha’d

did

not

bring

ya say?”

Now George followed with another storm of words
and a stinging slap on the back—“Come on! Wake
up! What ya dreamin’ about now?”
“Oh,

I donna

know,”

Mickey

finally

admits.

“Just

wondering about school. You know George”—and by
this time George was on the granite. steps next to
Mickey—“we fellows are just beginnin our eighth
grade at Saint George’s. What’s school all about? Why
should we go to high school when we finish next
June?”
“Gee, Mickey!

iest

questions.

You

do think up some

I donna

know

whatcha

of the screw-

drivin’

at.

“What’s this school business all about?” Mickey
again insists. “Why do you and | go to school day
after day, day after day?”
“Gee!

I donna

“Well,

know,

I don’t know

Mick.

Why?”

either,” Mickey

admits, shrug-

ging his shoulders and clasping his hands together,
“but that’s what I’m wondering about. Every time |
ask Mom or Dad, they tell me schools are to give
you an education, whatever that is. Dad always tells
me about his school days. So does Mom—but not the
way Dad does. Dad went to Saint Louie High, and
Mom went to Rock High. Mom and Dad graduated
the same year, about ’26, I believe. Then,
Dad both went to work, and of course,

Mom and
still went

together as they did for about a year before gradu.
ation. ‘hen Mom and Dad got married. After I was
born, Dad began studying law at Saint Louie U., at
night. When he finished his studying law he got the

big job he now has in the Frisco Law Office.”
George has been standing before Mickey, simply
wondering, and admiring. Finally, his feelings give
vent to words of admiration. “Boy! Your Mom and
Dad must be smart!”
“Oh sure!” Mickey acknowledged with a justifiable
bit of pride. “Maybe that’s why I like to study, and
read so much.”

A few seconds pass in silent thoughtfulness, with
all ideas of touch tackle forgotten completely. George
then breaks in: “Say, Mickey. Ain’t you got an uncle
teachin’ in Texas, at some big joint down there?”

“Sure. My uncle Joe. He’s the head of all music at
Saint
years.
years
three

ought

Mary’s U. He’s been down there for about
Makin’ big money. He came up here about
ago, for the summer, and brought my aunt
little cousins along. He’s really doin’ great.

to hear him

ten
two
and
You

play the fiddle, piano, and _ sax.

Boy, he’s on the ball!”

Page seven

After a dramatic pause of almost a minute—“Tt
kinda seems, George, that you got to go to school to
really get places.”

throat and adjusted his flashy, reddish tie, and is now
ready to begin.

“Yea, Mickey. That’s the way it looks, don’t it!”

other dramatic throat clearing—‘‘at our first meeting

*

BS

*K

“As

“Hello. Becky? . . . May I please speak to Becky?”

“Believe it or not, Anne is working at Woolworth’s
five and ten, on Sixth Street. Just found out today...
No, not office work. Just a clerk at the candy counter
... No, I’m not kidding.”

“Oh yes, I’m surprised in a way, Becky. But then
you remember what she said one noon at our lunch
table . . . No, I mean the time she remarked, with
so little concern, that she’d go to college if she didn’t
find a job during the summer. Now she has her job,
so she won't go to college.”
“Why of course, she’s losing a great chance. Just
imagine! Skating parties, sororities, football games, social nights, proms

. . . What?

. . . Oh,

“That reminds me. Are you going skating tomorrow
night? . . . You are? . . . Gee, I’ve got to cram for

the term tests. Haven’t peeked in my books since I
got them.”
“Tl be glad when my school days are over .. . You
won't be? . . . Gee, you're queer, Becky.”
I'll have

to get to my

books.

I'll see you

during lunch tomorrow. I may go skating anyway.”
“Byel”

*

*

*

A few middle-aged, graduate students, women teachers for the most part, pass you by with an air of business, with an air of briskness, on the way to some

special Saturday class. But so are we. In fact, as we
enter the dreary, sunless room and slip into the hard,
uncomfortable, metal-frame chair in the darker cor-

the

Page eight

dreamy-eyed

professor

has

here

he

pauses

for an-

After pacing back and forth for an entire minute,
hands

behind

his

back:

“The

first

topic

outlined,

which we'll consider at some length, is that of the
word EDUCATION. This morning, permit me to read
a number of definitions or opinions, as expressed by

the so-called leading “educators” of this country, on
this word EDUCATION.
“But, before I proceed, I wish to make this observation. Our personal concept of the term education
is subject, or at least was subject to an evolutionary
process. ‘lhe concepts of childhood but led to the
concepts cf youth, those of youth to those of adolescence, those of adolescence to those of maturity. Before taking each successive step on the road to an
education” —and here, as always, he lays stress on this
four syllable word—“we most probably sat back and
philosophized—that is after a fashion.
“Why go to school! This was our first and last wail
on entering elementary school. Why go to school, we
muttered rather unconcernedly before entering high
school. Why go to school, we again considered, but
a bit more seriously, before entering college. Now,
most of us believe we know why we go to school. We
believe we go to school to obtain, or to further our
education.
“Let us now refer to our leading “educators” for
some enlightenment on this word education.” At this
point, the professor extricates his horn-rimmed glasses
from his “cigar pocket,” adjusts the glasses several
times at different positions on his nasal extension,
squints at least once, then begins with a throat clear-

ing:

*

Just another Saturday morning in late February, it
would seem. Yes, a gloomy, dull, pensive, Saturday
morning. Not unusual for this season. Not unusual
for this campus.

ner,

recall”—and

I too, believe

she’s letting educational opportunities slip through her
fingers. With all her brains, she could really get an
education.”

“Well,

will

last week, I outlined, in a general or broad way, this
course, and suggested various topics for readings and
research.”

*K

“Becky? . . . Yes, this is Marge . . . I'll bet you
don’t know the latest .
. NG ie
didn’t get my outfit for the prom . . . No, nobody
got engaged . . . Can’t you guess?”

you

just

cleared

his

“ “Education
Education

is life’.”
is

the

production

and

prevention

of changes’.

>»?

“Education.
is the production and_ prevention
establishing a certain social efficiency of character’.”

“ ‘Education may be considered as the adaptation
to

the

nature
>

teacher’.

of

the

child,

or

adjustment
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little to be found resembling opera except perhaps the
miracle plays and a few comic ballad operettas. Until
the sixteenth century European thought and life took
root in the all-embracing idea of the Church,

Tracing
from

the

opera

the Grecks.

EW YORK ... The Metropolitan . . . “Lucia
di Lammermoor” drawing to a close . . . The
chorus bewails the suicide of a frustrated lover. ‘The
| N

orchestra

swells,

then

dies

as

the

curtain

falls.

The

enthusiastic audience applauds, perhaps cheers. Lily
Pons, renewing a grand success in the title role steps
forward to take curtain calls. The applause climbs,
wanes, falls. The full house slowly oozes forth onto
Broadway and 39th. Everyone is happy, but no cne
gives a thought to the Greeks!
Yet any attempt to trace the origin of modern opera
leads inevitably to the ancient Greek theatre. ‘The
earliest examples of true operatic music are found
there. In Greece, where all that is greatest in art had
its origin, the employment of music to increase the
effect of drama produced, in our most modern meaning of the term, a true opera. It may seem strange to
speak of twentieth century opera as one of the oldest
institutions in existence, yet our search necessarily
leads us back to a time long before the beginning of
the Christian era; details of opera are embedded in
the history of ancient Greece, for it is as old as the
drama itself. Opera was nurtured in the theatre at
Athens. The great choruses of tragedies like “Agamemnon” and “Antigone” were sung to the grandest music
then composed. The words of dialogue were musically
declaimed with musical inflection throughout, and the
words were accompanied by an orchestra of lyres and
flutes, which; to make a modern comparison, corresponded in tone to the harp and clarinet of today.
Aeschylus and Sophocles might be called the earliest librettists of opera. Their tragedies were written
in verse in order to gain the power of expressing their
thoughts with the greatest amount of dignity that
language could command. The music, which they
wrote themselves, raised the artistic effect to supreme
heights.
Between

ancient

and

modern

times

there

is very

and art,

especially music, was chiefly religious. The advent of
the Renaissance bequeathed to Europe, and_particularly. to Italy, a rebirth of interest in classical culture.
The
The study of Greek literature spread rapidly.
closest
the
of
subject
the
was
especially
drama
Greek
study. This study stirred up the desire to restore
tragedy to its former greatness. Even a superficial inthat

showed

however,

vestigation,

repossess

to

the

Greek drama in all its beauty and significance, it was
necessary to revive Greek music, since music always
was an important, if subordinate, part of the drama of
the old poets. Just what form Greek music took was
not known. A few philosophers had written something
about the music of their times, but they did so in
such exaggerated and complicated phrases that their
evidence is hardly reliable. It is known with some certainty that the instruments most used by the Greeks
were

the

flute,

the

harp,

cithara,

the

and

the

lyre.

Occasionally the Greek terms “symphony” and “harmony” are encountered in the philosophic writings,
but the sixteenth century students considered the
meaning of these words too indefinite to warrant any
positive deductions concerning the nature of ancient
music.
Notwithstanding
dents

of

the

all the research

classical

tradition

which

carried

on,

these

stu-

no

trace

was found of the music actually in use among the
Greeks. Since the amphitheatre in which the drama
was performed was of such enormous proportions, these
men nevertheless knew that the actors and chorus
musically declaimed their respective parts. The earliest
opera now existing was a sincere effort to reproduce
this music-dialogue effect cf the Greeks. Opera was
a result of the attempts to “revive the just designs
of Greece.”
Florence especially was the centerof enthusiasm for
Greek culture. It was in this city that a select group
of scholars

and

musicians

known

as the

“Camerata”,

met at the home of Count Bardi to discuss the possibility of reproducing in the sixteenth century the
musical declamaticn of Greek tragedy. Jacopi Pen, a
musician of the group, was first to make actual progress
along that line. Towards the end of the century he
(Continued

on

Page

16)
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Crash Dive
Cy

rast

DIVE,”

ordered

@® By

Read

the skipper

but it

was too late. Even as I sounded the klaxons
the planes dived at us. Ten seconds—we were riding
the vents. ‘T'wenty seconds—the deck was awash. Never
had a sub seemed to go under so slowly. Thirty seconds—the conning tower was almost under, but there
was a crash as a bomb exploded to starboard. A loud
explosion astern—the lights flickered and went out.
Fifty seconds—we were under and going down rapidly, sinking by the stern. The dim red emergency
lights came on.

“Yes
dogged
ging it
saw of

inspect

the

compartments.
?

ordered the Captain.

warfare.

“Check all Monsen
break

out

Lungs, Lieutenant. Two of you

the soda

lime and

spread

Soon,

sage,

however,

a message

all activity

Captain

from

the

ceased

as

“Hard
tors.

rise on bow planes; full ahead on both momain

Start

and

auxiliary

“Flood

main

auxiliaries

off

twenty,

one hundred

slowly

as she

one
sank

and

three.”

deeper,

one

The

O-S

hundred

thirty; finally at one hundred

sixty the stern struck bottom sending a shock through
the entire vessel. After a careful roll call only thirtyPage ten

“All

right men,
said

all hands

around

to the forward

until

torpedo

the Skipper.

I climbed up the torpedo hatch and released the
two-foot steel skirt. This would form a water-tight
barrier between the sea and the compartment when
it was flooded.

pumps.”

She continued to sink by the stern, so the skipper
did the only thing he could.

levelled

lay

Officer,

room,”

Orders came thick and fast but the needle showed
one hundred, one hundred ten, and going down.

men

Sub. C-S:
Proceeding to your position. Arrive
0130. Begin ascent at 0135. Good
luck.
Com. O. 0-7

Seventy feet, eighty,
Blow. main auxiliaries.”

ballast.

the

Orion.

Slowly the hands of the clock moved
it was 0120.

main_

rest

Moran,

Commanding

.

“Blow

it; the

down to conserve the dwindling supply of oxygen.
The ghastly notes of the sounding bell resounded
through the hull as Sparks attempted to communicate
with our sister ship, the Orion. It was half an hour
before a change in tone caused us to spell out a mes-

I glanced through the deadeye in the bulkhead
door leading aft and saw water. The voice of the
diving officer, calm and unruffled, reported, “Sinking
by the stern, I can’t control her, Captain.” Every eye
in the control chamber looked to the depth gauge
as the needle moved faster and faster.
ninety.

took

There was little likelihcod of our being rescued.
Because of the war the unarmed tenders “Redwing”
and “Falcon” would not be able to lower their rescue
chambers to us. The Captain gave orders to keep
us busy and to keep us from thinking of our hopeless situation.

“Holding her at sixty, Captain,” I reported as the
diving officer adjusted his instruments, and the depth

gauge hovered at sixty feet.

this thriller of sub

of you check the hull for leaks.

rear compartment.”

sir,” answered the quartermaster as he unthe bulkhead door and climbed through, dogfast behind him. That was the last we ever
Wallace and the thirty other men in the rear

“Level off at sixty,”

Krar

seven out of a normal sixty-seven answered. We
stock of our situation.

men

“Wallace,

Roserr

“Open

the outside kingston valves.”

Several men turned and obeyed the order. Opening the valves caused sea water to gush in from all
sides. As the water rose the air became compressed
until the pressure was equalized between the inside

of the sub and

the water outside.

Compressed

air

was bled into the compartment from the air banks to
prevent the water from rising too high.

skirt. At
the men
were left
See you

“Close kingston valves and secure. Release telephone
buoy and ascent line.”
Pulling
Sin.

a lever

I replied,

“Buoy

and

line

released,

said, “Good

After what seemed like hours, but was actually
only fifteen minutes, Sparks at the telephone called,
“Contact established, they want to talk to you, Sir.”

w’5—
(Continued

from

Page

would

thou

hast heard

my

hymn!

despite

the

fact that we

waited

in a small

A week later the O-7 rode into San Diego, a
broom at the masthead, but flying Old Glory at half
mast.

be
In joy and
Mother of
When the
And not a

refuge will never suffer the shipwreck of eternal perdition.—St. Bernard.

“At morn—at noon—at twilight dim—

be thirty, but

for half an hour and combed the area
boat, the Captain never showed up.

5)

The poems of Poe and Wordsworth show the great
influence which the powerful Virgin Mother has over
all, even non-Catholics. The common and meritedly
famous lines of Wordsworth “Our tainted nature’s
solitary boast’’ has almost Gospel-simplicity, yet a
wealth of meaning is hidden in those well-chosen
words. Poe recognizes the piety of the faithful in his
poem on the Angelus:

bye Lieutenant, and good luck.”

On reaching the surface I reported to the Commanding Officer of the O-7, Captain Davis. Some bad news
was waiting for me; only twenty-eight men had made
the ascent successfully. With the Captain and me

After speaking for a few minutes the Captain turned away and commanded, “Stand by to ascend. Makay,
you are first; adjust your ‘lung’ and remember to stop
for ten counts at every knot. We are sixty feet deeper
than we were at the training tower in New London,
but keep: ccol and keep your head. All nght, are
you all set?”
Makay nodded his head and ducked under the

Maria,

thity-second intervals the Captain and I sent
to the top. When only the Captain and I
I grasped his hand and said, “So long, Sir.
on top.” The Captain grinned slightly and

My

woe—in good and ill—
God be with me still!
hours flew brightly by,
cloud obscured the sky,

soul, lest it should

truant

be,

Thy grace did guide to thine and thee;
Now,

when

storms

of Fate

o’ercast

Darkly my Present and Past,
Let my Future radiant shine
With sweet hopes of thee and thine!
Looking for “gems” is a pastime which broadens
your taste for literature as a happy consequence. It is
a hobby you can develope rapidly, and it supplies a
lasting source of humor, consolation, spiritual thoughts
and points of literary style.

wgj—te
(Continued

from

Page

6)

passages are vibrations of a soul familiar to meditative

prayer.
“Believe that Jesus, the Son of Mary, the
Incarnate Son of the Living God is with
us always, and that we are one with Him in
His Mystical Body. Believe that death is
only the opening of a door into life eternal,
for the good and the just.”
Michael apparently has no reason for deceit since
his work manifests a modest sincerity. Michael assures us that while the book has been written for
women,

a man

might

read

it and

not feel that he is

in too strange an environment. The book has many

faults as it stands in this mimeographed form, but
with all its faults, Michael’s prediction— “. . . if you
wrap yourself in Mary’s cloak of virtue, her faith, her
obedience, and her charity—many strange and beautiful things will happen to you.”—rings true.
Michael’s Letters and his Immitation of Mary have
been placed on the shelves of the Marian Library.
This Marian devotee and his writings have caused
considerable comment among those who are familiar
with him. Some may cast him aside as eccentric, disappointed in love, even mad. On the contrary, is not
Michael madly in love in an eccentric sort of way—
on fire with a selfless zeal for the Master, a Marian

enthusiast, an “other-Son of Mary?”
Page eleven
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Me

Friendly Enemies
A

U.

D.

now

alumnus,

a

seminarian,

the

writes

following description of Christmas spent in an American camp for German prisoners. No further commentary is needed, for the facts themselves should
provoke much thought.
“At 7:45 we were supposed to leave for the German
prison camp for the High Mass, but true to form there
was no bus. Things were so slippery that everything was
held up. At 8:45 the bus came along. The prison
camp is about a mile from the barracks where we
stayed. Along the way we saw mock-battle fields with
their dummy tanks, guns, planes and cemetery. When
we arrived at the camp we noticed that it was enclosed by a double wire fence and was dominated by
several guard towers. Outside the enclosure we were
greeted by the American soldiers on guard. Once inside, the Germans took over. Thev were in a jolly
holiday mood and very helpful. They grabbed our
luggage and conducted us to the chapel. We were
almost an hour late for Mass, but the chapel was
still full, in fact filled to the brim, and this was the
second Mass for most of them, since most had gone
to Mass and Communion at five o’clock that morning.
But they didn’t mind waiting they said; they weren't
going anywhere, at least not for a quite a time yet!

etc.

One

of the

Ceremonies

and

the German

Brothers

acted

soldiers

one

hundred

per

cent

Nazis,

right

down

to

the

“The Mass went along in perfect style. At the end
of Mass our Marianist octet wanted to sing ‘Stille
Nacht’ in four-part harmony, but they no sooner got
the first two words out of their mouth when the
whole congregation of German soldiers joined in and
really thundered out that song. What a thrill that
was! Germans singing a German hymn. It was great.
Then

Father

‘Grosser Gott’
their might.

Peter,

and

the

once

celebrant,

again

they

entoned

sang

with

the

all

of

the posi-

You should see the order in that mess hall. Every-

as Master

took

are

COIEt00:

“When Mass was over they helped us pack away
our equipment and helped us unvest. It was wonderful to have them come up to you and say with a
very great effort “Merrrry Chrrristmasss’ and then when
I tried to get off ‘Froehliche Weihnachten’ in my
best Deutsch we all got a good laugh out of it. Several of them had made quite a bit of progress in
English and we could carry on a conversation. Quite
a few of them had been in Russia and all of them
were from the African Corps of Rommel. One of
them suggested that those of us who had not yet
had breakfast come over to their mess hall. So four
of us tagged along, and it pleased them very much.
‘They had wonderful coffee and real good old coffee
cake and pie. I got quite a kick out of watching the
ten cooks get the Christmas dinner together. Everyone was running around and busy as ten other cooks.

“They greeted us with ‘Froehliche Weihnachten’
and hearty handshakes. They just couldn’t seem to do
enough for us. I never had so much help and exquisite care in putting on my vestments. Every fold
in the alb was adjusted with meticulous exactness.
We had brought along a choir of eight brothers and
the Germans also had a choir; but whenever possible
the whole congregation joined in and sang the Kyrie,
Gloria,

they were in a not too good condition. It certainly
looked very incongrous to see altar-boys wearing swastikas on their suits and especially since the censer
bearer had a very special insignia on his arm which
read ‘Hermann Goering’! I learned afterwards that he
belonged to a special anti-tank corps. Most of the
- other Germans were from the air corps. About thirty
per cent of the prisoners are Catholic and the rest

tions of censer and incense bearer, and acolytes. ‘They

thing was straight as a ruler. A couple of them were

were

separating

dressed

in their

German

military

uniforms,

prob-

ably the. cnes in which they were captured, because
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knives,

forks,

and

spoons;

the

piles

they

were making were perfectly straight. The table cloths,

every voter’s help will be needed. If we want to go
forward into a bright, new future filled with hope,

though they had been used all week, did not have a
spot anywhere on them. Father told me that when

let’s back

they set the tables they use a string to be sure all the

movements

plates, cups, etc. are in perfect line. During the
breakfast one of the soldiers, an officer, came up and
gave us each a pack of German cigarettes. Though I
don’t smoke, I accepted them because they were given
so generously and it really pleased them when they
could do something for us. They were made in Germany and the name of the factory was “Waldorf Astoria—Hamburg. Bet they aren’t making cigarettes
there any more!”

Yet, when you put all of us together, and especially
in this country, we form an extremely powerful class
of people. If at times it does seem as though we, the
average persons, are pushed around a good bit, at
least this much can be said: we pick the fellows who
do the pushing.
Yes, our right to vote is the mainspring of government of the people, by the people, and for the people.
And our ability to exercise this privilege wisely is the
main requisite for such a government to function well.
In times of crisis there is much bandying about of
words among our elected leaders. If at the end of
this repartee a plan of action is inaugurated which 1s
not universally satisfactory, there is even more bandying of words among the disgruntled populace. Now
this certainly seems a case of having the cart before
the horse. All this word play among the people is a
election

before

time,

As Pope Pius has said, a new order is undoubtedly
coming out of the present chaos. He himself specifically warned the world against over-attachment to the
past. Certainly he is right. A past which brought on
the present is obviously not fit for the future; that is,

if we assume that none of us wants the present repeated, and surely no assumption

could be safer.

What has this to do with our right to vote? EveryMany

plans

are

being

these

and_

many

peaceful

oe es

made

for

Living in an age which was a crucial one for religious and moral thought, St. Peter Canisius worked
on the educational principle that if a school could
not have both a church and a library, let it have the
library; the church can wait. A recent Pope has teiterated the idea of that Doctor of the Church. “In
vain will you build churches,” wrote Pius X, “unless
you wield the powerful weapon of the Catholic Press.”
The power of the printed word is truly enormous:
it moulds the opinions of an unsuspecting public; it
directs the train of thought and action of the masses;
it lifts men towards good or drags them to evil. ‘The
press is therefore one of the most potent forces in
modern society, and must be dealt with as such.
The annual February Catholic Press Month, then,
deserves more than our passive acceptance—it requires
our vigorous promotion. The Catholic press has been
notoriously neglected by its own. Editors and publishers substantiate mutual claims that Catholics fail
to support the Catholic press. Yet, supporting the
Catholic press is the layman’s practical application of
Christ’s dictum, “Go teach ye all nations.”

if the

“big guys” were judged before they’re put in office instead of after, it would seem that the nght to vote
was being exercised a bit more logically.

thing.

a co-operative

Apostolate Of Ink

Most of us are only average people. We're what
our leaders call “the public.” Each of us is just another man on the street.

been

making

are sponsoring

ai—te

United Peace

If it had

for

who

world. Let’s back those men who are willing and
eager to work for the betterment of mankind and for
the remedy and prevention of war through united
global efforts. Then at least we'll be travelling on the
road that leads to the promotion and preservation of
peace, and not on the one that leads to its prevention and destruction.

ah—te

bit late.

the men

creating

united, peaceful world. America’s help will be needed;

a

—G.

STANLEY

MATHEWS.

west
On June 25, 1944, the University of Dayton will
celebrate the seventy-fifth anniversary of the consecration of the University chapel of the Immaculate
Conception. In the April issue of the Exponent we
wish to commemorate this event. To stimulate interest among the students of the University, the editors
of the Exponent will pay a cash prize of ten dollars
to the student offering the best essay on the Consecration of the Chapel and another cash prize of ten
dollars to the student writing the best poem for the
occasion. The contributions should be handed in by

Aptil 1, 1944.
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PERTINENT

VALENTINES

The knack of sending the right valentine to the
right person is a rare gift. To give a friend the wrong
kind of valentine may make him your enemy for life.
In fact, it takes years to become a connoisseur of valentines and many persons never acquire the art. A
long patient study of human nature might “turn the
trick,” but in case you haven’t the time for deep research, here are a few pointers:
First of all—whatever else you do—never send a
comic valentine. You well know the kind I mean:
large, florid paper ones in which the recipient is usually referred to as “Picklepuss,”

“Ladykiller,” or “Battle-

axe.” How and why these hideous creations ever circulated as valentines is incredible, because in no way
do they express the meaning of the valentine. They
are corruptions of a very pleasing custom and strike
the only harsh note in the harmony of the day. Comic
valentines are poor, sickly jokes indeed.

The foregoing hint was a don’t. Here is a do. In the
choice of a valentine, give the personality of the recipient the first consideration. A sober, staid person
might be taken aback by a militaristic valentine depicting a small tank with “Back the Attack, and Be
My Valentine” splashed across it in large letters. This
retiring type of friend would prefer the old-fashioned,
satiny style, like those your grandmother has treasured for years in her memory-chest. Perhaps you
could put an original verse on it. Then there is the
sophisticated young lady who is embarrassed by too
much sentiment (You see, I am still addressing the
gallant male readers). Such a one would be better

pleased and amused by a modern valentine alive with

pictures of talking dogs, and sporty greetings. Generally speaking, most young ladies I know actually prePage fourteen
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Apa

Kay

Bomrorp

fer, instead of the customary cards, tcothsome candies
in heart-shaped boxes whose size should represent the
big—or little—measure of affection of the ardent
swain.
The

dear

old-maid,

for

usually

she

is

a

dear,

is

made happy by the quaint, beruffled valentine which
fairly drips sentiment. By the way, dear girls, and dear
old-maids, don’t forget that this is Leap Year, a year
of opportunity for feminine self-expression. And, with
the man-shortage existing at present, it might be well
for some of us to make use of the privilege of sending
a valentine—or a proposal to open up a convenient
male friendship. For when our turn comes again—
think of it—we shall be four whole years older—and
wiser.

The boys in the service create a touchy problem.
We certainly must use tact in dealing with them. The
“friendship-plus” which is not yet a heart-affair, needs
very special expression to give just that very special
impression to the boy-friend far away. It should be
cordial, yet non-committal. If he is not aware of being
your “big-‘moment,” don’t send him one marked “To
My Sweetheart in the Service.” The valentine for him
is the clever cheery one with no ostentatious display
of “I love you!” But to the very apparent “one and
only” you can afford to send the most self-revealing
valentine on the market. He misses you, too, and
will want to know whether “the love light is still
burning.”

Like all the other significant days of this war-duration, Valentine Day this year will present many unusual variations. But it will still be essentially the

same—a day of expressed love anid friendship.
—FRances

I. Krierer.

CHARITY

IS KIND—

Dache,

The girl in the blue beanie nodded ready acquiescence when her companion leaned across the table
and whispered slyly as she glanced around at the
freckle faced girl entering the room. Delighted at
finding they both entertained the same opinion, the
two launched into the subject wholeheartedly. A few
friends joining them later profited by their now mutually established observations . . .
Charity that is kind, the greatest virtue, brings harmony to a troubled world, happiness to unhappy men;
charity, the giving of one’s self for others; charity and
her

sisters—broadmindedness,

kindness,

benefaction.

If deeper appreciation of these qualities could be
wrought in sororities, church leagues, classes, in the
hidden, small places, it would revolutionize the world.
Essentially, it is the need of people everywhere. Charity is the virtue that will bring us close to God.
So many

times

tactful, humble

it is difficult to be broad-minded,

yet we should

practice

these qualities

on the other fellow. The Other Fellow . . . The Forgotten Man? Did not Jesus leave His disciples the
task of feeding His sheep?
But after all, we have a pretty drastic time of it,
trying to stretch hours to include classes, homework,
appointments, correspondence, social responsibilities,
entertainment, trying to make life as pleasant as possible for ourselves. It’s a hard task. Almost all of us
are engrossed in it, “up to our necks,” as the saying
goes. We must be careful that it doesn’t blind our
eyes to seeing the need of our brother and supplying it.
—A.

K. B.

we3—be

HATS

VERSUS

Reine, or what have you. But, men,

Provided
granted.

We have personally seen, to cite some horrible examples, designs such as these: miniature flower pots
with vivid posies sprouting forth; dazzling cubes of
an unidentifiable dimension; an island with a palm
tree languidly unfurled

TIES

far more, than the man intends for his friends to know.

at the

vegetable

gardens,

over all; flying fish; something

that looks like fish eyes, and something that looks
like the evil eye; all the constellations of the heavens,
including Pleiades and Ursa Major; daggers and shafts
of lightning; Keep “Em Flying; chemistry notes or
geometrical theorems (whoops!); the green-eyed dragon and the Sphinx; until the wearer works himself
into a frenzy and can no more.
In a calmer moment, he may succumb to the more
lurid shades of marocn or violet; to pink polka dots
on a sea-green background; to knit ties with strips of
maroon, rust, yellow, and brown that look like a
misplaced aurora borealis (incidentally, supenders are
often to be found lurking under a coat to overwhelm
the stalwart eye that can withstand the first glance);
or he may resort to simple plaid or polka dot bow
ties, just wide enough to be easily seen from a rear
view, and tilted jauntily at a forty-five degree angle.
We purposely ignore the question of various kinds
of knots, knowing only the slip-knot (popularly called
the “hangman’s knot’) ourselves. And we also ignore
the question of G. I. ties—why start an argument?

As women’s hats show the personality of the wearer, so do men’s ties. And often they reveal more,

laugh

there is any at all. But we take that for

Camouflage? What the camouflage is for we'll
never know—the question is about as solvable as the
mystery of the chicken and the egg. But camouflage
is the only name for color combinations and designs
such as those setting off the shirts of a large part
of our male populace.

We've recently thought of a new angle to the
proverbial battle of why is a woman’s hat. Now we
have a point—and we think it’s a good one—by which
to defend our stand. Ties.

Men

have you

ever looked at yourselves critically—looked at the face
above the snip of camouflage going either horizontally
or vertically (and sometimes it’s hard to tell just
which) just below the adam’s apple?

fruit salads,

flower pots, and the surrealist endeavors of Madame

—Kay

KunkA.

ete

We recommend to our readers the 1944 edition of
the National

Catholic Almanac,

published

by the St.

Anthony Guild Press, Paterson, N. J. You can get
information on history, government, economics, sports,
law, doctrine, apologetics, education, sociology, science

and fine arts.
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(Continued

from

Page

8)

Of course, after each reading the professor looks
over the top of his spectacles to take note of any reactions—other than the expected boredom, tiredness,
impatience, cr frustation.
“Education has for its ultimate
child to live in Society’.”

object to fit the

certain attitude of mind
American education.”

“Education is the deliberate and systematic
influence exerted by the mature person upon the
immature through instruction, discipline, and the
harmonious development of all the powers of the
human being, physical, social, intellectual, aes-

“ Fducation is the process by means of which the
individual acquires experiences that will function in
rendering more efficient his future action’.”

is nothing

more

an

than

thetic,

economical

Now, freed from his notes, and from his spectacles,
the professor continues his lecture—or what will you.
“It goes without saying, that you have met these
and like definitions cr explanations on education. Perhaps you have not agreed with everyone or anyone of
the attitudes expressed, because they do express a very

and

spiritual,

according

to

their

essential

hierarchy, by and for their individual

and social

uses,

of the

and

directed

toward

the

union

ed-

ucand with his Creator as the final end’.”

method of assisting an initially ill-adapted individual,
during the short period of a single life to cope with
the ever-increasing complexities of the world’.”

of life, characteristic’ of

“At this point you may wish to ask what definition
I would presume to give. The following precise and
inclusive exposition expresses my sentiments, my opinions, my convictions on this matter of education. |
acknowledge my indebtedness to Professors Redden
and Ryan for this verbal exposition.

“« Tt is the function of education to assist pupils
in the attainment of right judgment, appreciation, and
control of social values’.”

“‘Fducation

and

As the professor pauses, we rise
he continues: “I say this is my
not be yours. Yet, I will go a step
vinced that the above extensive

to leave. Just then
conviction. It may
further, I am conexposition can be

expressed in eight words, the words of the late Holy
Father,

We

Pius XI.

are just at the door, ready to slip out, when

we hear the words: “Education
Jesus Christ in souls.”

consists

in forming

e5—te
(Continued

from

Page

9)

composed a musical- drama called “Dafne.” Several
years later the same composer produced “Euridice,”
the first publicly performed opera. According to its
preface, it was written “to test the effect of the particular kind of melody” which musicians of that day
imagined “to be identical with that used by the Greeks
and Romans throughout their dramas.”
These, and other early works were known

as musical

dramas; it was not until the middle of the century
that the term opera came into use. As in the Greek
tragedy, however, the emphasis was on the dialogue;
the music was essential, but secondary. Other characteristics of the ancient drama are found in this early
opera. The choruses of the early opera were introduced
freely, and the choral singing served to set the theme
and the mood, and to enliven the performance. The
orchestra, too, is found in tragedy and in early and

modern opera. It is true that the orchestra has come
a long way since the days of Sophocles; the flutes and
lyres of the ancients have been augmented by many
other instruments and the whole orchestral effect has

been perfected; nevertheless, the roots of the operatic
orchestra are in Greek tragedy.

Even

the prologue, which
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characterized

the Greek

tragedy, was taken over into opera. ‘The prologue of
“Pagliacci” is a good example of this. The scene is
laid in Calabria at the time of the feast of the Virgin
di Mezzagosto. During the prelude, or prologue, ‘Tonio
comes forth, as in the prologue of ancient Greek
tragedy, and explains that the subject of the play is

taken from real life and that the composer has devoted himself to expressing the sentiments, good and
bad, but always human, of the characters he introduces.
Distinct influences of the Greek tragic
found in many modern operas. “The
Seville,” “Rigoletto,”
“La ‘Traviata,’
Aeneas” are but a few examples of operas
made effective use of the chorus.

chorus are
Barber of
“Dido and
which have

Thus in Greek tragedy the principal features of modem opera are found, in somewhat different form perhaps, but fundamentally the same nevertheless: scenery, dramatic action, solo and choral singing, the
orchestra, the prologue. The opera, then, dates back
as far as Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripidies; “their
dramas were essentially opera.” When twentieth cen-

tury opera lovers listen to Rosa Ponselle or Lawrence
Tibbet, John Charles Thomas or Kirsten Flagstad, little
do they attribute to the Greeks. Today we call it
opera; the Greeks, too, had a word

for it!

Until that day when

OFFICES

me

machines,

And people like machines
And fat files
And smug safes
And _ noise
And heat.
Office-workers are white-collar people
So: I've heard < ...
But fifteen trains pass our windows every day
And after we scrape the cinders off
The men hanging outside the windew
Start cleaning

the building

To

are the

hear them

only

THE

places

tell it,

But in one office in one corner of a floor
There are seventeen machines—always used at once—
And now they've added a teletype!
A bookkeeping machine can sound like a machine gun
And a typewriter taps Morse code ail day.
When the adding machine goes wrong
It whines like shrapnel—
You can’t forget this is war . .
And ever so often a man comes in to rivet holes in
a post

Or starts drilling into the floor above us,
They don’t do that any more . . . we've moved
the top floor
So they bang on the roof!
Yes, an office job is quiet and easy and clean,
But I wouldn’t know, I only work in one.
—ApaA

Kay

those

CITY

The first gleaming rays the night’s shadows dispel,
Then the golden new dawn finds the city still well
And changes to gold these gray homes where men
dwell.

again,

noisy

I has robbed

wj—te

So I wouldn’t know.
Factories

a better foe than
bliss;

But in so robbing gave—
Gave that I might depart as I had wished;
And grant, O God, that I might live with
love.

Offices are such busy places
Filled with

of this

to

BoMForD.

The children awaken as fresh as the day.
Beaming smiles on young faces show elders the way
To greet a bright sunrise is laugh and be gay!
And all through the morning glad crowds throng the
streets;

Every man has a smile for whomever he meets,
While cars speed along in unending swift fleets.
A tiny brown church on a sleepy old square,
Lifts its spire in the warm summer air,
And offers a refuge from life’s bitter care.
At noon time a storm cloud envelcpes the sun,
Pouring rain on the streets ’mid the boom of his gun;
Until dancing sunbeams announce they have won.
The city lies glistening and sparkling and bright,
There’s a rainbow that spans the far skylines with
light,
And silvery raindrops enhance its grand height.

wt

THE

AIRMAN’S

The sun growing weary begins to sink low,
Then departs in the midst of a last fiery glow
Reflected in windows and faces below.

PRAYER

(For Ensign Virgil David Roland)
If I must go and leave loved things behind,
Let it be, oh God, in your clean-washed air above
Where,

removed
earth,

from

man’s

sinful

trails

I have circled so often—a rider of the sky,
Achingly, sublimely free, unhindered but

upon

Now over the city night’s blanket will fall,
And each child hears a mother’s tired voice gently call,
For darkness will cover soon playgrounds and all.

this

by will

The twilight to children is no time for tears,
But for visicns and angels and freedom from fears,
While over the housetops the kindly moon peers.

and duty,
An

easy prey to thoughts

supreme.

And, in the swelling paean that is my motor’s nughty
sound

‘The moon and the stars through the night watch will
keep,
While the city enchanted is resting in sleep,
Till dawn’s golden rays o’er the skyline shall peep.

I shall be triumphant by doing this that pleases me—
and

You,

-—LeE Roy

FInxe.
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Student Slants

.

LINCOLN MEMORIAL
Although my appreciation of artistic beauty cannot
be compared with that of a master artist, I am sure I
have detected in the Lincoln Memorial that beauty
which the sculptors have attempted to portray. The
Memorial is an inspiring structure, perfectly planned
in every respect. Its location is a strategic one, so far
as the beauty element is concerned. ‘The Potomac
River, over which is the Memorial Bridge, a feat of
engineering in itself, is at one side. On another side
is the famous Washington Monument and Reflection
Pool. On the third side is a park in which there are
numerous lovely trees, and the fourth side is the entrance into Washington,

D. C., from

Virginia.

In the

Address and other immortal speeches. I was so absorbed in reading the carvings, that I was thoroughly
unconscious of an elderly major’s presence. I thought
it a bit peculiar for him to be there so early in the
morning. I was moved nearly to tears when he told
me his reason for being there. He said he was about
to embark on another over-seas assignment, and that
visiting Lincoln Memorial was just what he needed
to bolster his courage enough to begin his journey
unafraid.
This Memorial stands as a tribute to Lincoln and
as an inspiration to us. May the peace that Lincoln
so desired in the days of our fratricidal strife be
with us soon again.

very center of all this beauty stands the Lincoln Memorial at a somewhat higher level. Although the outward beauty of Lincoln Memorial left a deep impression

with

expression

on

me,

I will remember

Lincoln’s

face.

ies
qualit
— gentleness,

kindness;

strong character—were
istic expression.

accentuated

The

first

time

that

I

saw

the kind,

All Lincoln’s

—Marjorie£ Krocer.

life-like

splendid

tolerance,

STONY MANOR

stability,

in that character-

Lincoln

Memorial,

Stern,

it

came as a complete surprise. I was riding on a bus
one evening and still being unacquainted with Washington I was quite unaware that I was to pass the
Memorial. For no particular reason, J glanced up, and
there it was, a statue of Lincoln so peacefully within
the pillared columns. Snow falling all about the Memorial and the stars shining brightly in the surrounding
sky made the scene incredibly perfect. The bus driver,
oblivious of my silent wonderment, whizzed by, so
my first glimpse was a quick one. That one short
glimpse stirred all my feelings of patriotism and loyalty
to our country. After that night, I often passed by
the Memorial and each time I was aware of the goodness symbolized by that Memorial. One morning, feeling exceptionally energetic, I arose at sunrise and
hiked to the Memorial. The gleaming white structure
was standing there against a sun-streaked sky. The

sight was magnificent. I climbed the many steps and
stare seemed

to be directly

on

me.

majestic,

it rises

on

the

horizon.

The beginning of my story goes back to my first
day of school. I was playing the part of a perfect
sophisticate, blatantly ignoring the antics of the
squirming masses of humanity that surrounded me.
With a superior air of boredom I gazed through the
window and suddenly, there is was—just as, somewhere inside of me, I had always known it would be.
Here was a castle that could be a worthy home for
all my lovely princesses: here was a tower for my
young knight to scale: here was the answer to my
every dream. On the high hill, in the midst of the
woods the old stone house became a charming engraving from a book of fairy tales.
From that day school was a pleasure, for always
the sight of my castle could lift me from a humdrum existence, far away from the everyday evils of

reverently walked inside the huge pillars.

Lincoln’s

haughty,

The round towers loom against the dreary winter sky
and the entire picture is framed with tall trees, leafless and somber. ‘This is my castle, and what is even
better, my enchanted castle.

I

readin’,

writin’,

and

’rithmetic.

Yet

youth

is curious

imagine, if a crowd of people were looking up at him,

and dreams were not enough. Mine was an insatiable

each individual in that crowd would experience the

appetite for adventure. In a moment of complete dar-

same feeling, that Lincoln’s eyes are set particularly on

ing, I slipped away from my school-mates and scram-

him. On the walls which serve as a background for

bled up the steep, winding path. Up and around

the statue of Lincoln, are carved Lincoln’s Gettysburg

went
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until

I reached

a tiny, tangled

garden. There

I
at

threads, was a

the wheel of gold, spinning gossamer
dainty queen

and

as the breeze whistled

the

through

tall grass I could hear the approach of the Leprechaun!
Suddenly a blood-curdling scream rent the air. To this
day I do not know whether someone was trying to
frighten me or whether the scream was just another
figment of my childish imagination, but I didn’t wait
to find out. The magic was gone and I was just another frightened child. The story of my adventures
grew until the castle became the abode of child-eating
giants, ten feet tall. The castle became forbidden
ground.

The years have passed and to me, they have been
kind but not so to my castle. The woods have been
gradually cleared away leaving only the tangled maze
of gardens. In the glaring sun-light the house is old
—pathetically old. The grey walls are covered with
the grime of years and in spots ,the chimneys are
crumbling. A heartless owner has renovated the interior and partitioned it into apartments. The ancient
walls almost scream out in rebellion at the shining

new fixtures and the glare of electricity where only

candlelight was meant to shine. Yet when the twilight comes, mercifully cloaking the entire place in a
shadowy mist, and the soft snow blankets the marks
of time,

the old

house

is enchanted

once

more

peopled with a royal race. Then it is that
little girl once more—a very little girl who
in fairy tales.
—Rrira

and

I am a
believes

the horse had been led past before continuing on his
way, with the wrath of the irate farmer hanging heavi-

ly on his shoulders.

Roads in those days were undeveloped, dusty and
at times, quite hazardous. Father, using utmost caution,
would stop the car when necessary, walk ahead and
determine the advisability of proceeding.
Graveled
stretches were taken with great apprehension and usually in second or even first gear. On one occasion, the
family undertook a trip to Fort Ancient. When we
came to a rather steep hill, everyone got out of the
car except Father who drove to the top while the
family walked up.
Dressing for the trips entailed many details. The
dirt roads were quite dusty and usually we came home
fecling as though we had been eating and rolling in
dust.

Father

and

Mother

both

wore

linen

dusters,

McGarry.

With the advent of winter, the pride and joy of the
family was put away in the barn. It was raised on
blocks as a protection for the tires. Anti-freeze was unknown,

OUR FIRST AUTOMOBILY®
the street today, a thought

flashed through my mind. It concerned the automobile
as we know it today and how much we take it for
granted. Then I started to reminisce and my thoughts
went back to the first automobile that Father bought,
in the year 1912.
It was quite an occasion

What fun we had in that car despite the many
handicaps entailed in driving a gasoline buggy during
that time. One serious problem confronted by every
motorist when venturing forth on the country road
was the horse. The horse had to be educated to that
chugging apparition coming down the road and more
often than not during the early days of the auto,
the horse shied and broke out of control of its driver.
Father most often stopped the car and waited until

goggles and appropriate head gear for protection.

wt

While walking down

motor was started after a great expenditure of physical
energy by cranking.

when

Father came home

and said that he had ordered an Oakland.

To be sure,

many hours had been spent discussing the pros and
cons of an automobile and whether or not it was just
a passing fad.
I remember that car so well. It was a touring model,
as sedans were unheard of in those days, a right hand

drive, painted gray with a black trim and a

lot of

brass and leather here and there. The brakes and horn

were outside the body proper; also a long brass cylinder, the purpose of which I never did understand. ‘The

so the radiator was

drained

and

covered

with

old blankets. There it rested until the following spring
when it was time again to explore the neighboring

countryside.
This car received the loving care of the entire family as a young child from its mother, and there was
great sadness in our hearts when at a later date we
parted company in favor of a new model with the
latest development,

a self starter.
—MartrHa

G.

WERNER.

wej—te

A SHAKESPEARIAN

TRAVESTY

A slashing blow, and the deed is done,
The golden head from its neck is hurled.
The dandelion in the garden alone—
The Anne Boleyn of the floral world.

Ss
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BORDERLINE KIDS
Seven-thirty

and

three

sharp

bells

ring;

until

then

the boys are always exceptionally noisy doing their
home work for Mr. Baujan. While this is taking
place in the “barracks,” Brother Wottle is very busy
trying to pound some chemistry into the heads of a
few privates whose grades were on the borderline in
the last tests.

All at once one of the boys in the refresher chemistry class speaks out in a soft but determined

voice,

“It is almost seven-thirty.” The boys all look at their
watches and even Brother Wottle agrees that it is
time for class to be dismissed. We receive our appointment for the next meeting and leave in a very hurried
fashion.
We

descend the outer stairway and just happen

think of our mail. Demerits

or no demerits,

we

to

have

to see about our mail. As usual all of the boxes are
empty since we got our mail in the morning.

Now for the last dash to Alumni Hall. We

come

in, all out of breath, expecting to see an officer at
the door to greet us. Only after study hours is a
private fortunate or unfortunate enough to have an
officer meet him at the door. We were neither greeted
by an officer nor did we receive any demerits because

the clock in Alumni

Hall was five minutes slow ac-

cording to our watches. We

climbed

happily

to our

rooms and waited for the study bell to ring.
—Haroxip

Morron.

whe

WHAT'S

IN A NAME

A person’s name is an important thing, for it is
something which a person must live with all his life.
In many cases a person’s name has a marked influence
on the personality of the individual. This is particularly true of the cases where an odd name is bestowed
upon a person who is more or less self-conscious to

begin with. An odd name serves to increase this shyness, a fault which he may have otherwise been able
to overcome.
Page twenty

Although most people have never stopped to realize
the fact, many of the names of people in use today
have quaint and interesting origins in the language
and customs of the Old World. ‘Take my own name
for example. When I was still but a young boy, my
father related to me the origin of the name of Storeygard. It was such a quaint derivation that it has stuck
in my memory to this day.

Father was born in Norway shortly after the Civil
War in the province of Gubrandsdalen, one of the
central provinces of the country. He was born on a
large farm which was run by the Storeygard family. In
this section of the country it was the custom of the
people to give their farms rather descriptive titles. All
of the people living on a farm would then adopt the
naine of the farm in addition to their own Christian
and family names. In father’s case, therefore, his own
name was Peer Ellefson and the name of the farm on
which he lived was Storeygard; so his full name _ became Peer Ellefson Storeygard. When he emigrated
from Norway to the United States, he dropped the
name of Ellefson and was naturalized under the name
of Storeygard.
It so happened that Dad’s farm was on the banks
of a large river which led down to one of the fjords on

the coast. In the middle of the river opposite the farm
was a large island.
great grandfather
which is the old
the Norse, “stor”
and “gard” means
English, the name
a very descriptive
old homestead.

As a means of identification, father’s
had named the farm “Stor-oie-gard,”
Norse equivalent of Storeygard. In
means “big”; “oie” means “island”;
“farm.” ‘Translated literally into the
means “big-island farm,” which was
identification of the location of the

Also, the old Norse equivalent of Norman
mannen,” which, translated
means “the Northman.”

literally

into

the

is “nordEnglish

So you can see that when anyone addresses me by

my full name he is actually calling me “The Northman
from the Big-Island Farm” although to him it may
just seem like a long mouthful of words which are
hard to pronounce and even harder to spell.
—NorMAN

STOREYGARD.

Club. At present we're listening to the Sunday eve-

LIFE

IN ARMY

RELIGION

Religion in army life is not as touchy a subject as
some civilians believe. There are rarely any conflicts
arising from differences in religious beliefs. When
Catholics, Protestants and Jews are all fighting together for one purpose they begin to realize that their
dissimilar religious points of view should not interfere with their daily relations in army life. The army
boys respect the religious opinions of their fellow soldiers. A soldier’s profound belief in his own religion
will help him to respect the religion of his soldier pal.

ning band concert. Say, this band is good; only twentyfive pieces, too. That’s the Army tho’, always maximum
quality with minimum quantity.

Although very tired, I’m feeling very happy; two
letters in two days from you. I don’t know, maybe it’s
wishful thinking, dreaming or what have you, but I
can’t stop thinking that each day brings me that much
closer to seeing “Number One.” It’s now 9:50 so I'd
better sign off and “hit the sheets.” Write soon Ma,
Good night dear; may God bless you and keep you til
we're together again. Give my love to Kathie for me.
Your loving son,
Mike

This respect for another’s religion is often brought
out in actions as well as in words. For example the
soldiers of Jewish faith have established a custom of
taking over K. P. cn Holydays when Catholic boys
want to attend mass. This is only one of many e€xamples, but it is one of those littie things that make
us proud when we speak of democracy.

Let us hope that America can bring this conflict to

a quick ending with as little loss of life as possible.

Then we can return to this civilian life with a more
sympathetic understanding of the ways and actions
of our fellow Americans. One good result that we hope
will come out of the- war will be a sense of religious
tolerance which our boys are learning to practice in
the army.

—Joun J. ScHNEpP.

weg—the

Camp

Croft, S. C.
1, 1944

Dear Ma,

Nothin’ new down
hours drill and work.
we’ve been very busy
the next three weeks.
lain’s assistant, plan a

here—same old grind of twelve
I’m sorry about not writing, but
and will be even busier come
We are helping Joe, the Chapdance.

Oooh just to ride in
“short” hike tomorrow
have tactics of the rifle
be bad if it stays warm

a car again! ! We have a nice
night of twenty miles . . . We
platoon tomorrow, which won't
like today.

This past week has been a very rough one: crawling
under ovérhead machine gun fire, village fighting, two
night marches, and four combat problems among other things.

Since

beginning

this

letter,

I have

bowled

WHITMER.

aeg—thy

MY
When I

entered

FUTURE

the army

on March

4, 1943, little

did I know what the future had in store for me. My
high school education had been a technical one. When
I graduated I was a competent mechanic lacking only
the experience. After ten months of automotive repair
work I lost all interest in that type of work and began
looking for a job in another field. Hearing of a concern
offering apprenticeship in tool and die making, I made
arrangement for an interview with the personnel manager. Several days later I received notice of my ac-

ceptance and I started working the following Monday.

A LETTER FROM MICHAEL
O’CATHEY TO HIS MOTHER
Feb.

—WeEBB

four

games of duck pins with Sgt. Torrey and Stanley
Spence. We just completed our supper at the Service

The work proved most interesting. The toolmaker,
starting with a piece of stock and a blueprint, transforms the metal into a shining tool. Here, I decided,
was a field in which I could work and enjoy the work.
My induction into the army terminated my employment as an apprentice.
Soon after I began wearing khaki the Army Specialized Training Program came into existence. Having the
qualifications I was among those sent to the ASTU
at Ohio State University to be given the entry examinations. Two weeks later I was sent to the University
of Dayton as a student of engineering.
I had never planned on a college education because
of my financial condition. The army has, however,
made possible the start of my education which I hope
to complete in later years. Perhaps after this war comes
to an end I will be able to enter the toolmaking field
again, but as an engineer. The army, having made all
this possible, has taught me a number of things which
will guide me in later years.
—ANTHONY

Det

Paccio.
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THE

EDGE
By

OF THE
Atrrep

ABYSS

Noyes

Dutton

To

those

who

would

preserve

and

hold

dear

the

traditions and ideals cof our democratic way of life
The Edge of the Abyss is a challenge. The author decnies the ascendancy of State over the individual. He
sees this evil spreading even in democratic countries
where larger and more rigid bureaucracies are daily

This is a short, highly controversial book, dynamic
from beginning to end. From the first sentence of
the preface to the last word of the book Mr. Noyes
flings challenge after challenge to us, lovers of democracy and thinking men and women, in a diction
that keeps pace with the rumble of our modern
“stepped-up” society.
—-Ropertr

THE

interfering more and more with the lives of the common

people.

Together with this idea of State domination, Mr.
Noyes denounces the fact that practically all the present-day countries, large and small, especially France,
Germany, and Russia are led by men who in private
life would be classed as criminals. These men have
totally rejected the ethical standards that Christianity
has built for the security of both individual and the
State. In place of these standards they acknowledge
only those which serve to further their own ends. ‘The
trial

and

convicition

of these

“State”

criminals,

Mr.

Noyes says, is as necessary for the preservation of peace
as the trial and conviction of the ordinary criminal
is for the maintenance of individual security.

Mr. Noyes emphasizes the fact that this war is
more than a war of dynastic rivalries or economic
greed. It is, he maintains, a war for the soul of each
one cf us. Individual responsibility to both God and
man is an essential element of the world that we hope
to build after the war.

Of special interest to most of us as college students
is the role he accuses education of taking in causing
this war. A false appreciation of art and literature,
the war of the pseudo-intellectuals on Christian morality, and the attempts of educators to break with
the rich western culture that is our heritage, are for

Mr. Noyes the foundation
terest.

Page

of our present social in-

REFORMATION
ENGLAND
EDWARD VI (1547-1553)
By

G.

Ernst,

IN

Constant

Sheed and Ward

Abbe Constant well documents his statements in
writing of a period that many have neglected. With a
scholarly touch he throws a little more light upon
those turbulent years of the nascent Anglican Church.
Henry was a schismatic but would not become a
heretic. From the orthodoxy of Henry the reformers
steered England into a fanatical Calvinism, and all
this in the six years of Edward’s short reign. Edward
had no voice in the government, this being handled
by the Protectors Somerset and a little later Warwick,
Duke of Northumberland. Both were reformers, but
their methods differed. Somerset introduced the reform slowly and with but slight changes. Warwick
was chiefly interested in personal power and so used
the Anglican Church and England.
He forced the
reformation.

A prominent figure throughout the various stages of
the reformation was Thomas Cranmer, Archbishop of
Canterbury, sometimes styled the first father of the
Anglican Church. Through him the continental reformers brought their doctrines into England. Gard-

iner,

Bishop

Gardiner

of Winchester,

led the orthodox

was

his

chief

opponent.

party that clung to the

Church as it had existed under Henry VIII. Bucer and
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Calvin,

Latimer

and

Bonner,

and

other

reformed _ bi-

shops and reforming layment occupy important places
in this period of English history.
Not only church history, but also side interests
ranging from those of the liturgiologist to those of
the social science student are to be found in this
volume. Although complete in itself this book complements a first volume by Constant, “The English
Schism, Henry VIII.” The vast amount of material
gathered by the author is well ordered in its presenttaion. In addition, there are a number of apendices,
including a complete bibliography and information
on various historical and liturgical questions.
The book demands attentive reading. It occupies a
high level in the world of literature. Abbe Constant is
an able and accurate historian.
—DAanieEL

somewhat dubious during the reading. Still the main
thesis of the book is one which few will (none
should) find fault with. To prove this was the author’s task and he accomplished it.
Though dogmatic statements cause at times bitter
sensations, the tastefulness of the work is in no way
destroyed. The treatment of the theme is clear and
comprehensive. Nothing that would contribute to its
understanding and development is omitted.
The
evaluation of character, especially that of Elizabeth
and Cecil, are noteworthy. Several chapters apart from
their connection with the book as a whole would
serve as excellent essays.
—JAMES KNOLL.
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FAST BY THE ROAD

FE. SHARPE.

By Joun Moopy
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Macmillan

ELIZABETH: CREATURE
CIRCUMSTANCES
By

Hinare

A convert out of Wall street! Yes, it happened.
Fast by the Road is an autobiographical description

OF

of John Moody’s

BELtoc

Harpers
The

Elizabethan

Commentary,

is

much

in

more

indicative of the contents than that under which it
was published in America. The American title may
lead to the misapprehension that the book is nothing
more than a justification of the wrongs of which
Elizabeth is justly accused. The scope of the work
cannot be confined within such a narrow boundary;
it is much wider. The book proposes to give not only
an insight into Elizabeth, her character and her times
(and this it does), but, what is more, an insight into
the effect of those times: England today. The Elizabethan period sketched a background which has determined in great measure, the picture of contemporary England.
A number of severe criticisms have fallen upon the
book. Many of these, however, are of such a nature
as only the critical historian would score. The average
reader is not likely to survey the work with an eye
trained to find what would seem to him miscroscopic
imperfections. It is of little import to him whether
Katherine of Arragon was or was not a “Fleming in
all her

main

Burgundian

physical

heritage.”

strain,

a true

For him

daughter

of

the

to go to the other

extreme and rid himself of any thought of criticism
is equally undesirable. A reader with some degree of
historical background and a discerning eye will feel
Page twenty-four

ten

years

in

the

Catholic

liked it.

title under which this book was published

England,

first

Church, or more succinctly, it is the story of a hardboiled financier who fell for that “faith stuff,’ and

The fiery zeal Mr. Moody, as a fresh convert, first
displayed in his book, The Long Road Home, has not
dimmed with the years, but the author has changed
in other respects. His tone is more kind and sympathetic; his humor is more contagious.

While John Moody is neither a litterateur nor an
apologist, he has the ability to rub shoulders with
the every-day American. Instead of philosophising, he
illustrates with many varied anecdotes culled from his
own experience. Particularly interesting are his descriptions of some of the famous Catholics with
whom he has had relations. His memory of the late
Cardinal Hayes is particularly touching. He gives us
a human portrait of Father Martindale, Chesterton,
erothy Day and many other prominent Catholic
leaders. In the humorous

vein, his attempt to convince

a Buchmanite that St. Patrick was not the first Pope
is ludicrous in the extreme.

Mr. Moody writes with a truly Catholic affluence.
He is widely travelled and has an intimate knowledge
of many celebrities both here and abroad. Fast by
the Road gives us a glimpse into the mental activities
of a convert.

With

him

we

meet

his

friends,

habits

and haunts of yesterday, and say “goodbye to all
that,” not in disappointment or disillusionment but
in love, peace and joy.
--CHares LEE.
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